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"I dislike anything competitive," he asserted again, "besides too
much of my time is wasted on trifles like feeding and washing and dress-
ing. Your sportsman will countenance, connive at and grovel his way
through all sorts of meanness, servility and cruel indifference to suffering
in order to enjoy a miserable pound's worth of social position, piety and
comfort. However, I miss more than anything else my daily swim at the
Automobile Club."
I remembered that he said somewhere that effectiveness of assertion
was the alpha and omega of style. There was no mincing of words here.
He did not think that the team-work developed say, in football or cricket,
that the quick decision and immediate action which is appreciated and
demanded in games would show in other fields of activity. That indeed
is a fallacy of much of our educational system: we are always developing
this or that faculty, the reasoning faculty by a miserable emphasis on
abstruse problems in arithmetic; the memory by learning long pieces of
incomprehensible verse; the aesthetic by painting photographically and
the result is that the young regard these subjects with disgust. When I
reminded him of this he was even more sweeping than ever.
"The whole educational system is a fraud. At the end of their ten
years of their schooling they are unable to speak even their native language.
They may acquire some sort of physical courage through their games
but all moral courage has certainly gone from them. I can remember a
relative who insisted that I should ride a horse though I was unused to
them and very much afraid, and she was enormously amused at my
terrors and did not seem moved in any way by the possibility that I
might break my legs. But when she discovered that I had found a copy
of the Arabian Nights and was reading it with great delight, she was
horror stricken and hid the book from me. That was reflected in the
sportsman's attitude to Ibsen: these people who talked in their clubs of
broken collar bones and broken necks whinedin terror when faced with
spiritual adventure of the highest order. My own moral faculty was only
developed after I had dropped the pious habit of saying prayers. Up to
that" time I had not experienced the slightest remorse in telling the most
incredible lies, but with the coming of the urge for telling the truth for
its own sake I found my true vocation. It is the birth of moral passion
that turns the child into a man."
"Then, what on earth made you ask me about games?" I asked.
"I just wanted to place you, that's all," he answered.
I cpuld not help smiling as I remembered his story of Beatrice Webb